Pittsburg, Nankin, or the banks of the Ganges. He regarded
his family as he did his country. He loved them both, but
he had never envisaged them except from very far away,
from Pernambuco or Timbuctoo. Perhaps if the moon had
been easier of access to his imagination, he would have there
installed himself to contemplate the earth. In point of fact,
thought Helene, he is there already. Dear man, incapable
of hating the Germans, except on principle, and whose love
for his wife and children is no more than a vague and rather
indiscriminating impulse of the heart. He is not like me.
I love my family because it is my own. I love France
because it is my own country. I hate the Germans because
they are in my native land. Where I stand the world begins.
There's my husband, my children, and men who talk as
they do. And what is far away is far away. Helene surveyed
the Michaud couple for a moment, and smiled an affectionate
smile. It seemed to her at that moment to wear a harmonious
aspect, and Michaud himself appeared a vaguely impressive
figure. Halting her reflections at this point she went on
reading her letter, which she was not enjoying as much as
she had expected.

* It's an odd sort of letter. It reads almost as if he were
trying to hide something. Perhaps in his heart he's a little
bored.'

e A letter to parents is always something of a school
imposition,' observed Michaud, looking at Helene over the
top of his newspaper. c Indeed I don't think one ought to
make children write letters. It just teaches them to prevari-
cate, and to write for the sake of writing, which is even
worse. They do enough of that sort of writing at school.
Boys ought really not to learn to write before the age of
fifteen. Writing shrinks the mind, and takes the heart out of
life and the future. We all write too much, read too much,
and talk too much. I realize this from my own case. At
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